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MRS,  BRADFORD. 


Susan  Vergereau,  eldest  daughter  of  the  Honora¬ 
ble  Elias  Boudinot,  was  born,  at  Elizabethtown,  New 
Jersey,  December  21,  (St.  Thomas’  Day,)  1764. 
He  was  President  of  the  Congress  of  the  United 
States,  in  1783;  and,  in  that  capacity,  signed  the 
Treaty  of  Peace,  with  Great  Britain.  Her  mother 
was  Hannah,  daughter  of  John  Stockton,  Esq.,  of 
Princeton,  New  Jersey;  and  sister  of  Richard  Stock- 
ton,  one  of  the  Signers  of  the  Declaration  of  Ameri¬ 
can  Independence.  The  great-grandfather  of  her 
father,  was  a  Huguenot,  by  the  name  of  Oudinot ; 
who  left  France,  for  England,  on  the  revocation  of 
the  Edict  of  Nantes :  and  took  the  name  of  Boudinot, 
under  letters  patent,  from  the  Crown,  in  1686.  He, 
afterwards,  came  to  America.  His  confidence,  in  the 
restitution  of  his  family,  to  their  native  land,  was  so 
great,  that,  by  his  last  will,  he  regularly  devised  his 
estates,  there,  as  if  still  in  possession  of  them ;  though, 
they  had,  long  before,  been  confiscated,  and  sold. 

She  was  of  sufficient  age,  to  feel,  and  to  remember, 
the  trials,  and  incidents,  of  the  struggle  for  indepen¬ 
dence;  and,  with  her  distinguished  father,  shared 
the  fortunes  of  her  country.  An  occurrence  of  her 
childhood,  is  characteristic  of  her  spirit,  while  it  illus- 
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trates  her  patriotism.  Passing  the  evening,  at  Go¬ 
vernor  Franklin’s,  in  Burlington,  soon  after  the  seiz¬ 
ure  of  the  tea,  in  Boston  harbour,  a  cup  of  tea  was 
'  offered  to  her ;  which  she  declined.  When  it  was 
so  pressed,  that  farther  refusal  would  have  been  rude, 
she  took  it ;  touched  it  to  her  lips,  without  swallow¬ 
ing  a  drop  of  it;  and,  crossing  the  room,  emptied  it, 
from  the  window.  She  was  nine  years  old.  The 
family,  on  one  occasion,  were  surprised  by  a  party  of 
the  British ;  and  robbed.  After  remonstrating  with 
the  officer,  in  command,  she  told  him,  that  her  aunt, 
who  was  with  them,  had  asked  protection.  “  Not, 
by  your  advice,  I  presume said  the  officer.  “  That 
it  never  was,  I  can  tell  you;”  was  her  prompt  reply. 
The  girl  was  mother  of  the  woman. 

Susan  Vergereau  Boudinot  was  married  to  Wil¬ 
liam  Bradford,  in  1784.  He  was,  then,  Attorney 
General  of  Pennsylvania  ;  and,  afterwards,  one  of  the 
Judges  of  its  Supreme  Court.  In  1794,  he  was  ap¬ 
pointed,  by  General  Washington,  Attorney  General 
of  the  United  States.  He  died,  of  yellow  fever,  in 
1795,  in  the  fortieth  year  of  his  age;  alike  distin¬ 
guished,  for  his  talents,  and  his  virtues.  His  remains 
rest  in  St.  Mary’s  Church-yard,  Burlington. 

Mrs.  Bradford  removed,  from  Philadelphia,  to 
Burlington,  with  her  aged  and  venerable  father,  in 
1805.  He  died,  in  1821,  in  the  eighty-second  year 
of  his  age.  She  was  long  a  communicant  of  St. 
Mary’s  Church,  Burlington  ;  where  she  was  con¬ 
firmed,  by  Bishop  Doane,  in  1834.  She  died,  on  St. 
Andrew’s  Day,  30  November,  1854;  far  advanced  in 
her  ninetieth  year.  Born,  on  one  Saint’s  Day,  and 


dying,  on  another,  she  was  saintly,  in  all  her  life  ; 
and  waits,  with  Saints,  the  coming  of  her  Lord. 
She  was  buried,  in  the  Church-yard  of  St.  Mary’s, 
Burlington,  on  the  second  day  of  December;  in  the 
midst  of  relatives,  and  friends,  and  neighbors,  who 
loved,  and  honoured,  and  lamented,  her.  Before  the 
body  was  taken  from  the  Church,  the  Bishop  of  New 
Jersey,  who  is  Rector  of  the  Parish,  advanced  to  the 
foot  of  the  coffin  :  and,  from  a  full  heart,  uttered,  as 
nearly  as  he  can  recall  them,  the  words,  which  fol¬ 
low. 

Brethren  and  friends,  all,  that  was  mortal,  lies  be¬ 
fore  us,  of  the  holiest  woman,  that  I  ever  knew;  and, 
yet,  the  humblest.  I  speak  these  words,  advisedly ; 
after  a  ministry  of  three  and  thirty  years.  And, 
more  than  that,  after  an  acquaintance,  with  her,  of 
two  and  twenty  :  and  with  an  intimacy,  so  close,  that, 
for  more  than  twenty,  I  have  seen  her,  every  day.  I 
feel,  that  I  may  claim,  so  far  as  is  permitted  to  hu¬ 
manity,  to  have  known  the  very  secrets  of  her  heart. 
And,  in  the  fullest  sense  of  this  responsibility,  as  in 
the  sight  of  God,  I  re-assert  the  proposition,  with 
which  I  started  ;  changing,  only,  the  connection  of 
its  parts :  and  I  say,  to  you,  there  lies  all,  that  was 
mortal,  of  the  holiest  woman,  that  I  ever  knew;  and, 
therefore ,  of  the  humblest.  In  characters,  like  hers, 
when  they  occur,  at  longest  intervals,  the  Atheist,  the 
Sceptic,  the  mere  worldling,  claims  to  find  the  contra¬ 
diction  of  that  foundation-doctrine  of  the  Gospel, 
which  teaches  original  and  universal  sinfulness. 

n 

While,  the  instructed  Christian  draws  his  proof-exam- 
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pies,  frorn  them.  Almighty  God  declared,  of  Job, 
“  there  is  none  like  him,  in  the  earth,  a  perfect  and  an 
upright  man,  one  that  feareth  God,  and  escheweth 
evil.”*  And,  yet,  Job  said  of  himself,  “How  then 
can  man  be  justified,  with  God  ?  Or,  how  can  he  be 
clean,  that  is  born  of  a  woman  ?”f  “If  I  wash  my¬ 
self,  with  snow  water,  and  make  my  hands  never  so 
clean ;  yet,  shalt  Thou  plunge  me  in  the  ditch,  and 
mine  own  clothes  shall  abhor  me.”$  In  a  single 
word,  I  take  it  upon  me  to  pronounce,  of  her,  whose 
mortal  lies  before  us,  now,  that  she  was  the  “  perfect” 
woman,  of  Holy  Scripture.  And,  therefore,  with  the 
highest  standard,  of  what  constitutes  perfection.  And, 
therefore,  with  the  deepest  sense  of  her  own  unwor¬ 
thiness.  And,  therefore,  with  the  most  entire  depen¬ 
dence,  on  God’s  mercy,  in  Christ  Jesus.  And,  so, 
the  very  humblest,  because  she  was  the  holiest.  I 
hold  myself  responsible,  for  all  that  I  have  said,  of 
Mrs.  Bradford  :  and  I  proceed,  now,  to  its  illustra¬ 
tion,  in  a  very  few  of  the  particulars,  which  made, 
and  marked,  her,  what  she  was.  The  time  would 
fail  me,  did  I  undertake  to  draw  her  character,  in 
full.  While  there  can  be  none,  here,  who  knew  her, 
as  I  did  ;  I  am  happy,  that  there  are  those,  who  knew 
her  well,  and  can  attest  the  truth  of  all,  that  I  shall 
say.  || 

i.  My  starting  point,  in  the  delineation,  which  I  now 
propose,  is  this.  Our  departed  and  beloved  friend r, 
endured  the  mo*t  severe  test ,  to  which  humanity  can  be 
subjected ,  uninterrupted  prosperity  ;  and}  that ,  without 

*Job,  i.  8.  f  xxv.  4.  }ix.30,  31. 

||  I  am  glad  to  know,  that  the  attestation  has  been  universal. 
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the  slightest  injury ,  to  her .  She  was  untouched  by 
it.  Born,  in  affluence  ;  the  best  blood  in  New  Jer¬ 
sey,  on  both  sides,  mingled  in  her  veins;  always 
abounding,  in,  what  the  world  calls,  wealth ;  her  fa¬ 
ther,  the  President  of  the  Congress  of  the  United 
States;  herself  admitted,  as  freely,  as  any,  ever  was, 
to  that  house  of  all  houses,  the  mansion  of  General 
Washington,  a  cherished  inmate  of  his  family  ;  her 
husband,  to  whom  she  was  most  happily  married, 
General  Washington’s  Attorney  General :  she  reached 
the  verge  of  ninety  years,  without  the  touch  of  adver¬ 
sity  :  and  with  no  sorrow,  but  that,  which  must  ever 
be  the  penalty  of  age ;  the  loss,  from  time  to  time,  of 
its  beloved.  She  was,  with  all  this,  the  centre  of  at¬ 
traction  here  :  and,  for  fifty  years,  had  made  our  little 
city,  historical,  by  residing  in  it.  Though,  long 
withdrawn  from  the  intercourse  of  society,  she  was 
held  by  the  whole  community,  in  most  affectionate 
veneration.  And  her  decline,  toward  the  grave,  was 
with  as  little  of  pain  and  suffering,  as  human  infir¬ 
mity  permits ;  while  it  was  nursed  and  tended  with 
as  much  of  assiduity  and  tenderness,  as  children  ever 
pay,  or  can,  to  their  own  parents.  And,  yet,  these 
ninety  years,  of  a  prosperity,  uninterrupted  and  un¬ 
clouded,  left  her,  in  meekness,  and  gentleness,  and 
simplicity,  the  child,  which  they  had  found  her. 
Agur’s  petition  seemed,  for  her,  uncalled  for.  She 
was  permitted  to  be  rich;  but,  kept  free  from  the 
temptations  of  riches.  Her  only  consciousness  of  her 
position,  was  in  her  gratitude  and  generosity.  I  as¬ 
cribe  this  signal  victory,  over  the  seductions  of  the 
most  prosperous  fortune,  to  the  power  of  divine 
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grace.  We  look,  in  vain,  for  it,  into  the  world.  To 
heap  up  riches;  to  be  puffed  up,  by  their  possession; 
to  grow  hard-hearted,  in  the  use  of  them  :  this  is  our 
experience  of  human  nature,  unrenewed.  It  is  the 
Gospel,  alone,  which  atchieves  this  greatest  victory. 
And,  in  our  beloved,  who,  for  ninety  years,  knew 
nothing  but  prosperity :  and,  yet,  could  live,  and  die, 
the  “  little  child,”  which  Jesus  loved,  we  recognize, 
without  a  doubt,  the  triumphs  of  its  grace. 

ii.  She  was  'pre-eminent,  for  her  propriety  and  deli¬ 
cacy  of  thought  and  feeling.  Who,  of  the  generations, 
that  have  passed  away,  in  the  light  of  her  loveliness; 
who,  that  has  lived  to  enjoy  it,  in  its  lingering  and 
declining  radiance,  has  ever  met  with  a  more  perfect 
Christian  lady !  She  was  instinctively  refined  and 
courteous.  A  courtier  would  have  called  her,  elegant. 
To  the  last  day,  of  her  long  life,  she  never,  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  lost  her  native  grace.  It  marked  her,  through 
the  weakness,  and  weariness,  and  painfulness,  of  her 
mortal  sickness.  Even,  when,  at  intervals,  alone, 
her  consciousness  was  perfect,  her  words,  her  ways, 
her  looks,  were  all  alive,  with  thoughtfulness,  for 
others,  and  attention,  to  their  comfort.  And,  she  died, 
as  she  had  lived,  a  Christian  Lady,  of  the  olden  time. 
And,  yet,  in  all  this,  there  was  never  the  slightest 
sacrifice  of  truth.  She  was  perfect  in  plainness,  can¬ 
dour,  and  sincerity.  Nothing  could  ever  withdraw 
her,  from  her  fidelity  to  her  principles,  or  to  her 
friends.  And,  woman,  as  she  was,  and,  long  ago,  an 
aged  woman,  her  maintenance  of  the  one,  and  her 
adherence,  to  the  other,  was  in  the  very  spirit  of  the 
age,  from  which,  she  came  down,  to  us.  She  was — 
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who  knows  it,  with  more  certainty,  than  I  ? — the  no¬ 
blest,  the  most  decided,  the  most  devoted,  the  most 
uncompromising,  friend. 

iii.  She  exercised  the  most  bountiful ,  and  the  most 
beautiful ,  hospitality .  Her  house  was  after  the  best 
models  of  the  older  days.  Her  doors  were  always 
open.  Her  hearth  was  always  warm.  Plenty,  with¬ 
out  profusion;  refinement,  without  pretence;  elegance, 
without  ostentation.  Who  can  forget  the  cordial 
welcome  ?  Who  can  forget  the  genial  smile  ?  Who 
ever  left  her  doors,  without  regret  ?  Or,  returned  to 
them,  but  with  delight?  With  what  dignity,  did 
she  preside,  at  her  generous  board  !  With  what  af¬ 
fability,  did  she  delight  her  varied  guests !  And,  in 
the  languor  and  listlessness  of  her  very  latest  hours, 
there  were  charming  snatches  of  her  generous  nature, 
and  of  her  unforgetting  courtesy.  And,  what  a  house, 
was  hers,  for  children  !  Though,  herself,  without  a 
child,  she  knew  the  child’s  heart  perfectly;  and  won 
all  children,  to  herself.  Of  how  many  generations, 
was  her  house  the  cynosure  !*  How  many  who  are 
about  me,  now,  in  the  maturity  of  manhood  and  of 
womanhood,  that  connect  the  happiest  hours  of  care¬ 
less  childhood,  or  of  joyous  youth,  with  that  delight¬ 
ful  home,  of  all  the  virtues,  and  of  all  the  graces ! 

iv.  Like  Dorcas,  she  was  “ full ”  “of  alms-deeds , 
which  she  did”  For  many  years,  I  was  her  almoner. 
And,  yet,  her  bounties  far  exceeded  all  that  passed 
through  my  agency.  She  withheld  her  hand,  from 
no  good  work.  She  never  turned  her  face,  from  any 

*  To  what  troops  of  happy  children,  have  the  “  blue  lions”  been  a  wonder  and 
delight !  And  they  will  go  down,  by  tradition,  to  their  children’s  children. 
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poor  man.  To  her  kind  heart,  the  opportunity  was 
argument,  enough.  She  dispersed  abroad ;  she  gave 
to  the  poor :  and  the  rest,  that  David  said,  will  be 
found  true,  her  “  righteousness  remaineth,  forever.” 

*v.  And,  in  another,  and  a  rarer  charity,  she  ex¬ 
celled  all  people,  that  I  ever  knew ;  the  charity  of  the 
tongue ,  and  of  the  ears:  the  “charity,”  which  “sufifer- 
eth  long,  and  is  kind which  “  rejoiceth  not  in  in¬ 
iquity,  but  rejoiceth  in  the  truth;”  which  “beareth 
all  things,  believeth  all  things,  hopeth  all  things, 
endureth  all  things.”  She,  literally,  lived  St.  Paul’s 
description.  No  one  ever  heard  her  utter  a  harsh 
word.  No  one  ever  supposed,  that  she  had  an 
unkind  thought.  She  believed,  of  every  one,  the 
best.  And,  when  she  could  say  no  good  of  any  one, 
she  would  say  nothing.  And,  yet,  there  was,  in  her 
mild  dignity,  a  restraint,  more  unquestionable  than 
severity ;  a  control,  more  eifectual  than  reproof.  Of 
some  one,  who  had  behaved,  elsewhere,  with  unbe¬ 
coming  freedom,  she  said,  “If  that  gentleman  comes 
here,  I  will  treat  him,  with  such  marked  attention, 
that  he  will  never  come  again  !”  And,  as  she  never 
uttered,  so  she  never  heard,  ill  words,  of  any  one. 
That  would  have  been  a  bold  man,  and  bolder  wo¬ 
man,  that  would  have  ventured  a  slander,  in  her  pre¬ 
sence.  Nor,  in  her  benign  and  blessed  atmosphere, 
could  gossip  ever  grow. 

vi.  And,  with  all  this  excellence,  so  rare  and  so  re¬ 
markable,  the  rarest,  most  remarkable,  of  all  her  traits, 

*  The  point,  developed,  in  this  paragraph,  was  in  my  mind :  but,  passed  over ; 
lest  my  words  should  overrun  the  time.  Nothing  was  more  marked,  in  her  cha¬ 
racter;  and  this  single  addition  is  here  made,  as  due  to  the  integrity  of  its  perfect 
loveliness. 
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was  her  low  estimation  of  herself  You  could  not 
cheat  her,  into  the  slightest  allowance  of  any  good¬ 
ness.  When  little  compliments  were  justly  paid  to 
her,  she  parried  and  repelled  them,  with  instinctive 
jealousy.  Her  repartees,  in  this  way,  were  perfect, 
for  their  promptness,  and  their  ingenuity.  She  was, 
literally,  “clothed  with  humility.’’  She  esteemed 
every  other,  better  than  herself.  And,  the  one  favour, 
which  she  ever  asked — and,  always,  so  reluctantly,  as 
if  unworthy,  even  of  that — was,  to  be  remembered,  in 
my  prayers. 

vii.  She  was  most  exemplary  in  piety .  Not  even 
David’s  strongest  words  outrun  her  delight,  in  the 
sanctuary  of  God.  To  be  at  Church  was  her  chief 
joy.  How  constant,  she  was,  in  her  presence  !  How 
reverential !  How  attentive  !  How  devout !  And, 
in  the  long  years,  that  she  was  kept  at  home,  by  her 
infirmities,  the  “  one  thing,”  which  she  desired,  was 
“  to  behold  the  fair  beauty  of  the  Lord,  and  to  visit 
His  temple.”  In  more  than  twenty  years,  I  never 
heard  her  murmur :  nor,  regret  anything,  but,  that 
she  could  not  go  to  Church.  Her  chief  delight  was 
in  the  prayers,  which,  it  was  my  privilege  to  offer, 
by  her  side.  A  hundred  times,  she  has  thanked  me 
for  a  Prayer  Book,  which  I  had  given  her,  on  her 
birth-ffay ;  with  a  print,  so  large,  that  she  could  read 
it.  And,  when  that  blessed  Sacrament,  in  which  the 
Blood  and  Body  of  the  Lord  are  given,  to  penitent 
believers,  was  ministered  to  her,  in  private,  (as,  dur¬ 
ing  the  many  years  of  her  confinement,  it  was  often,) 
it  is  no  figure,  to  say,  that  her  chamber  seemed,  and, 
I  think,  was,  a  vestibule  of  heaven.  I,  certainly, 
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Jiave  never  felt  myself  so  near  heaven,  as,  with  her. 
And,  in  the  watches  of  the  night,  when  she  supposed 
herself  alone,  with  God,  her  fervent  supplications  and 
devout  thanksgivings,  as  she  prayed  aloud,  were 
heard,  by  many  a  living  ear,  of  which  she  never  knew. 
It  was  most  beautiful  to  see,  how,  to  the  last,  the 
voice  of  prayer  had  access,  to  her  heart.  When  she 
could  hear  nothing  else,  in  her  great  deafness,  if  I 
asked  her,  “  Shall  we  say,  ‘Our  Father,’’7  she 
would  always  answer,  “Yes:”  and,  often,  “That  is 
what  I  want.”  And,  to  the  very  last,  the  name  of 
Jesus  fell,  like  a  sweet  note  of  music,  on  her  ear. 

viii.  I  never  witnessed  such  deep  penitence .  I  had 
always  known,  that  such  was  the  temper  of  her  piety. 
From  those,  who  waited,  with  an  unreserving  love, 
upon  her  latest  years,  I  had  often  heard,  that,  from 
her  private  prayers,  wdiich  from  her  deafness,  were 
unconscious  in  their  loudness,  one  would  suppose  her, 
the  very  “chief  of  sinners.”  And  this  had  been  in¬ 
creasingly  confirmed,  in  the  last  days  of  her  declin¬ 
ing  life.  But,  never,  with  such  vividness  and  energy, 
as,  in  the  very  latest  outpouring  of  her  blessed  heart. 
She  had  been,  for  some  hours,  inaccessible,  even  to 
the  voice  of  ministering  love.  It  was  the  day,  but 
one,  before  she  died.  For  the  first  time,  I  had  failed 
to  win  her  ear.  Always,  before,  I  had  prayed  with 
her;  and  she  had  distinctly  repeated  the  Lord’s 
Prayer,  and  distinctly  said,  “  Amen.”  But,  now,  I 
got  no  hearing.  For  a  moment,  the  single  time,  in  all 
her  gentle  life,  she  quite  repelled  me.  I  said,  “  We 
will  pray  for  her ;  since  we  cannot,  with  her.”  And, 
as  I  held  her  hand,  and  prayed ?  she  gently  pressed 


mine ;  and,  then,  more  fervently;  and,  then,  her  lips 
were  moved ;  and,  finally,  her  consciousness  was  per¬ 
fectly  restored ;  and,  then,  for  a  few  moments,  she 
uttered  such  petitions,  and  such  humiliations,  with 
such  an  agony  of  penitence,  as  only  David,  ever, 
equalled  :  “  Oh  God,  forgive  me “  My  God,  have 
pity  upon  me;”  “  Teach  me  Thy  holy  will;” 
“  Lord,  have  mercy  on  my  sins;”  “Lord,  pardon 
me,  for  Jesus  Christ’s  sake ;”  “  God,  be  merciful,  to 
me,  a  sinner.”  And,  when,  after  reminding  her 
of  the  blessed  sacrifice  of  the  atoning  Cross;  and 
speaking  comfortably,  to  her,  of  its  assured  salvation, 
for  the  penitent  believer,  who  truly  comes  to  Him ; 
and  encouraging  her,  to  cast  her  care  on  Him,  who 
cared  for  her;  and  go  to  Him,  as  His  own  little  trust¬ 
ing  child,  and  He  would  come  to  her,  I  said,  “  Even, 
so ;  come,  Lord  Jesus  :”  her  reply  was  prompt  and 
fervent,  “Amen,  and  Amen.”  They  were  the  last 
words  of  her  complete  intelligence.  F rom  that  time, 
she  was  alone,  with  God. 

ix.  And,  now,  the  crowning  trait  of  all ,  was  her 
simple  child-lihe  trust ,  in  Jesus  Christ .  She  owned 
no  other  confidence.  She  had  no  other  hope.  To 
her,  to  live  was  Christ.  And,  so,  to  her,  to  die  was 
gain.  In  a  few  hours,  after  that  beautiful  revival 
of  her  spirit,  and  communion  with  her  God,  she  fell 
asleep,  in  Jesus;  and,  now,  rests,  in  Him.  My  last 
office,  for  her,  before  this  present,  was  the  “  Commen¬ 
datory  Prayer,  for  a  sick  person,  at  the  point  of  de¬ 
parture.”  And,  never,  could  it  have  been  offered, 
with  a  fuller  and  more  certain  confidence  of  its  entire 
acceptance,  through  the  one  Mediator. 
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A  little  incident,  which  seems,  to  me,  to  set  forth, 
and  to  sum  up,  all  her  case,  shall  close  these  utter¬ 
ances  of  love.  To  have  been  with  her,  as  I  have 
been,  I  must  ever  think  of,  as  my  highest  pastoral 
privilege.  I  have  no  social  blessing,  to  be  more 
thankful  for,  than  to  have  been,  for  twenty  years,  so 
near  such  holiness  and  piety.  It  was  one  day,  last 
summer,  that  I  found  her  alone,  with  a  lady,  a  con¬ 
nection,  and  dear  friend.  “  I  wish  you  had  come  in 
sooner,”  she  said.  “  Mrs.  Bradford  has  just  been  re¬ 
peating  some  beautiful  poetry.”  iC  You  will  let  me 
hear,  at  least,  one  piece,”  I  said  to  her.  With  all  the 
shrinking  modesty  of  a  young  lady,  who  had  been 
asked  to  sing  or  play,  in  some  unusual  presence ;  and, 
yet,  with  the  unhesitating  promptness  of  a  well-bred 
young  lady,  she  complied,  at  once.  And,  never,  in 
my  life,  have  I  listened  to  a  recitation,  so  delightful. 
Her  attitude ;  her  utterance ;  the  modulation  of  her 
voice ;  the  expression  of  her  countenance ;  her  en¬ 
tire  absorption,  in  what  she  was  doing;  and,  yet, 
the  perfect,  unadorned,  simplicity,  in  everything, 
were  inimitable  and  indescribable.  I  only  wish,  that  I 
could  give  you  the  shadow  of  a  just  conception.  The 
lines  were  these,  from  Dr.  Watts’  Paraphrase  of  the 
17th  Psalm. 

“Lord,  I  am  Thine;  hut  Thou  wilt  prove 
My  faith,  my  patience,  and  my  love : 

When  men  of  spite,  against  me,  join, 

They  are  the  sword ;  the  hand  is  Thine. 

Their  hopes  and  portion  lie  below ; 

'Tis  all  the  happiness,  they  know: 

?Tis  all  they  seek ;  they  take  their  shares, 

And  leave  the  rest,  among  their  heirs. 
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What  sinners  value,  I  resign ; 

Lord,  His  enough,  that  Thou  art  mine : 

I  shall  behold  Thy  blissful  face, 

And  stand,  complete  in  righteousness. 

This  life’s  a  dream,  an  empty  show ; 

But,  the  bright  world,  to  which  I  go, 

Hath  joys,  substantial  and  sincere  : 

When  shall  I  wake,  and  find  me  there  ?  ” 

I  can  think  of  nothing,  more  expressive  of  her  cha¬ 
racter  and  case,  than  the  two  closing  stanzas.  I  can 
imagine  no  more  perfect  euthanasia . 

And  now,  beloved,  we  are  to  follow  these  dear  re¬ 
mains,  to  their  last  resting-place :  the  sacred  neigh¬ 
bourhood,  where  father,  mother,  husband,  rest,  in 
peace.  Let  it  be  ours,  by  every  effort,  and  with 
every  prayer,  to  follow  her,  whose  mortal  part  is  here, 
as  she  has  followed  Christ:  that,  so,  when  it  shall  be 
our  time,  to  “lie  down  in  the  dust,”  it  may  be  ours, 
to  be  with  Him,  as  she  is. 


0  God,  whose  days  are  without  end,  and  whose 
mercies  cannot  he  numbered ;  make  us,  we  be¬ 
seech  thee,  deeply  sensible  of  the  shortness  an’d 
uncertainty  of  human  life;  and  let  Thy  Holy 
Spirit  lead  us  through  this  vale  of  misery,  in 
holiness  and  righteousness,  all  the  days  of  our 
lives  :  That,  when  we  shall  have  served  Thee  in 
our  generation,  we  may  be  gathered  unto  our 
fathers,  having  the  testimony  of  a  good  con¬ 
science;  in  the  communion  of  the  Catholic 
Church;  in  the  confidence  of  a  certain  faith; 
in  the  comfort  of  a  reasonable,  religious,  and 
holy  hope;  in  favor  with  thee  our  God;  and  in 
perfect  charity  with  the  world :  All  which  we 
ask  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.  Amen. 


